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But now he couldn't bear it any longer.   The woman had

come miserably. She had looked m utterly sad, and weak.
In her disordered distress she Iwd slipped the stola. From, her
shoulder and shown her youn^, bony flesh. A wretehed tear-
stained woman. He had ravished her. It was her fault for
being so helpless, lie loathed her for it. If she, had resisted,
he would have eorne to his senses. Her pushes had been
.so feeble, like* weak invitations, and her ryes hud stared
glassily. She had been so thin, so hunily loose, A man
couldn't remember sueh things and remain sane. He had
wanted to tell the soldiers to carry her out and strangle her,
but ho had lucked the courage.

And in three* days he was to marry voting Olodia, the step-
daughter of Antonius, to please the soldiers, who wanted to
Kee a family alliance between their leaders*

He sat looking at his hands as they trembled in his lap.
Why should life make him do sueh things? It was the
stench of blood* ll invaded his sleep; it dripped from the
curtains of the night. The night was filled with faces, blood
in their eyes. He was only able to keep alive because Agrippa
slept in the same, room, within reach, and soothed him when
he woke choking.

What was to be done?

Soon he and Antonius must set out to destroy the armies
of Gassius and Brutus in the East; but that didn't disturb
him much, frightened an he still was of war. In the last
skirmish before Mutina he had born carried into the front
rankj fighting furiously in his terror; and the men had
cheered him for his courage, little knowing his heart
Agrippa had saved him, covering his retreat. But Antonius
would see to the next war, Octaviunus had no doubt what-
ever of the result, Antonius would crush Brutus and Gassius
as easily as his drunken elbow knocked a tankard off the
table* He was invincible; for lie was the spirit of the soldiers
Incarnate; lie seemed to have lost his individuality, to be
submerged beneath and raised above it into brutalities and
powers that Octavianus could not fathom and that he dreaded,
Yes, Antonius was bearing up best against the awful burden
of days of blood. Even when drunk he showed a Mad
of battered nobility. He was the prow of the ship, leaping